ROME                               73
she came out in her deep widow's weeds, a sad and lonely figure, to bow her acknowledgments from the balcony.
It must have been a sad home-coming to her. But it was said that her pleasure in her new house was so great that her entrance into it brought to her beautiful face the first smile that had been seen on it since the ruthless hand of a regicide had severed the current of her life as the beloved Queen of Italy.
Roman society was very gay in those days. Everybody was mad on theatricals. Victoria Colonna was the reigning beauty. Maria Mazzoleni was a charming hostess, and Jane San Faustino kept us all laughing with her original views of men and matters. Marion Crawford was busy writing his novels, and Mary Crawslay kept open house for her friends. But to my mind one of the most interesting personalities in Rome at that time was the late Professor Boni. Shortly after arriving at our new post, Walter being too hopelessly engrossed with his official duties to be able to accompany me, I sallied out early one morning to try to see something of Rome." I didn't know where I was going when I hailed an open cab, but just told the man to take me for a giro in Roma antigua. We came to the Forum, and the sight of it reminded me of old Boni, whom I had met on a former visit to the Italian capital. I at once made up my mind to call upon him to see if he would remember me. We drove up to the principal entrance of the Forum, and I told the porter at the gate that I wanted to see Cavalieri Boni himself. It wasn't yet ten o'clock, an4 he shook his head as much as to say, " Do you ? '" but he sold me an entrance ticket and told me how toROME                               73
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